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And now by this Cymochles' hour was spent,
That he awoke out of his idle dream ;
And shaking off his drowsy dreriment,
'Gan him advise how ill did him beseem
In slothful sleep his moulten heart to steme,
And quench the brand of his conceived ire ;
Tho' up he started, stirr'd with shame extreme,
Ne stayed for his damsel to enquire,
But marched to  the strand,, there passage to
require.

And in the way he with Sir Guyon met,
Accompanied with Phsedria the fair ;
Eftsoons he 'gan to rage and inly fret,
Crying, " Let be that lady debonair,
Thou recreant knight, and soon thyself prepare
To battle, if thou mean her love to gain.
Lo, lo, already how the fowls in air
Do flock, awaiting shortly to obtain
Thy carcass for their prey, the guerdon of thy pain "

And therewithal he fiercely at him flew,
And with importune outrage him assail'd ;
Who soon prepared, to field his sword forth drew,
And him with equal value countervail'd ;
Their mighty strokes their haberieons dismail'd,
And naked made each other's manly spalles;
The mortal steel dispiteously entaiPd
Deep in their flesh, quite through the iron walls,
That a large purple stream adown their giambeux
falls.

Cymochles, that had never met before
So puissant foe, with envious despight
His proud presumed force encreased more.
Disdaining to be held so long in fight.
Sir Guyon, grudging not so much his might,,
As those unknightly railings which he spoke,
With wrathful fire his courage kindled bright,
Thereof devising shortly to be wroke,
And doubling all his powers, redoubled every stroke.

Both of them high at once their hands enhaunst,
And both at once their huge blows down did sway:
Cymochles' sword on Guyon's shield yglaunst,
And thereof nigh one quarter shear'd awa,y :
But Guyon's angry blade so fierce did play
On th' other's helmet, which as Titan shone,
That quite it clove his plumed crest in twa,y,
And bared all his head into the bone,
Wherewith astonished still he stood as senseless
stone.

Still as he stood, fair Phsedria (that beheld
That deadly danger) soon atweene them ran,
And at their feet herself most humbly fell'd.
Crying with piteous voice and countenance wan,
" Ah ! well away! most noble lords, how can
Your cruel eyes endure so piteous sight
To shed your lives on ground ? woe worth the man
That first did teach the cursed steel to bite
In his own flesh, and make way to the living
, spright!

" If ever love of lady did empierce
Your iron breasts, or pity could find place,
Withhold your bloody hands from battle fierce ;
And! sith for me ye fight, to me this grace
Both yield, to stay your deadly strife a space ;"
They stay'd awhile, and forth she 'gan proceed :
" Most wretched woman, and of wicked race,
That am the author of this heinous deed,
And cause of death between two doughty knights
do breed.

" But if for me ye fight, or me will serve,
Not this rude kind of battle, nor these arms
Are meet, the which do men in bale to sterve,
And doleful sorrow heap with deadly harms :
Such cruel game my scarmoges disarms.
Another war and other weapons I
Do love, where love does give his sweet alarms
Without bloodshed, and where the enemy
Does yield unto his foe a pleasant victory.

" Debateful strife and cruel enmity
The famous name of knighthood foully shend ;
But lovely peace and gentle amity,
And in amours the passing hours to spend,
The mighty martial hands do most commend ;
Of love they ever greater glory bore
Than of their arms : Mars is Cupido's friend,
And is for Venus' loves renowned more
Than all his wars and spoils the which he did of
yore."

Therewith  ahc sweetly smiled.    They, though
To prove extremities of bloody fight,    [full bent
Yet at her speech their rages 'gan relent,
And calm the sea of their tempestuous spite :
Such power have pleasing words: such is the might
Of courteous clemency in gentle heart.
Now after all was ceased, the Faery Knight
Besought that damsel suffer him depart,
And yield him ready passage to that other part.

She no less glad than he desirous was
Of his departure thence ; for of her joy
And vain delight she saw he light did pass,
A foe of folly and immodest toy,
Still solemn sad, or still disdainful coy,
Delighting all In arms and cruel war,
That her sweet peace and pleasures did annoy,
Troubled with terror and unquiet jar,
That she well pleased was thence to amove him
far.

Tho' him she brought aboard, and her swift boat
Forthwith directed to that further strand,
That which on the dull waves did lightly float,
And soon arrived on the shallow sand,
Where gladsome Guyon sallied forth to land,
And to that damsel thanks gave for reward:
Upon that shore he espied Atin stand,
There by his master left, when late lie fared
In Phttdria's fleet bark, over that perlous HharcL